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0 Nita, when we women sin, 'tis not
By art; it is not easy, it is not light;
It is an agony shot through with bliss:
We sway and rock and suffer ere we fall.
[She walks up and down,
MITA. I scarcely understand, my lady.   I
Am ever gay, and this is a gay world;
And if we girls are prudent but a little,
Tis easy to enjoy.                               [A knock,
FRANC.                Who knocked, then?   Seel
NITA [Going to door and returning] It is Lord
Paolo who asks for you.
FRANC. Tell him I cannot see him.   Is he
gone?
NITA. Yes, and so sad 1  He sighed so [sighs]t
and he went.
Shall I now call him back ?
FRANC.                            No, no!   Sit down.
[Speaking quickly.] Tell me some story, Nita,
NITA.                                     Alas! I cannot: